'Keep away from him,* said Phil. 'You will only compromise him and
tie his hands if you go near him.'
This looked reasonable to me.
'Frank, there is only one way. Send Olgivanna and the children away
for a year, or with her defective passport the government is going to send
her anyway. There is no way that feature of your case can be fixed up.
Go to work and make some money meantime. Then you can go over like
a man and get them back. A year after you get your divorce you can live
a regular life.7
'How long to get the divorce on your revised plan?' I asked.
'Don't know. Say six months.'
'A year and six months for Olgivanna and the children with no home at
all? And little if any money? No, Phil,' I said. 'Your plan is no good.'
But again Phil and his partner Rogers put me into the sweat box.
'You are unfair to Olgivanna because they'll arrest you both, sure. And
then what? One of the provincial juries around here? What chance would
you have?'
Said Phil, 'You're thinking more of yourself than of the woman,
Frank. You might stand this but she can't. You are vain and selfish in all
this. Take care of her now as you should have done so long ago. Send her
away. Your courage is commendable but your cause is illegal!'
This high moral tone offended me.
Phil did not seem to me like his father's son.
I said, 'You maybe "legal", Phil, but you're neither human nor radical.
Your idea of "taking care" of Olgivanna would put an end to her and
lovanna. Yes, of course I am selfish. I started all this apparently in selfish-
ness. I might as well end it that way. I'll take my chances standing to-
gether where we are, at nay own home. We'll fight this thing out—and
we will have to take what comes.'
More pressure. My legal advisers brought in friends who were contri-
buting money to untangle our affairs and give us protection. The advice I
was now getting was really their contribution, too. This was cited. Well, I
gave in—took the money and the embarrassed parent went home to his
little family to break the news.
'Get ready, Olgivanna,' I said. 'We're going straight to Washington.'
I thought I'd try my own hand as a last chance on the way to New
York. And so I took Olgivanna to Washington headquarters. Laid the
cards all on the table—told the unvarnished truth of the case as it stood^
supported by the affidavits from Judge Hill and Svetlana's father which I
already had.
Of course Olgivanna, by all moral standards, was my wife: the mother of
a desired child born in our own country. Her daughter, Svetlana, was the
child of a naturalized father. We had all been legally tangled up in a coil
<tf legal rope—legally trapped for a 'story'. The truth was continually
ignored in order that we might continually be exploited for more story.
The law was also being used merely as a cat's paw to pull chestnuts out of
the fire for an irresponsible woman urged to unseeinliness and indiscsre-
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